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Pills to Pay the Bills
Jonah plopped his briefcase on the kitchen floor and hurried to the refrigerator. He threw open the 
door and fumbled around for his breakfast, knocking the container of butter to the floor in his haste. 
He picked it up and set it back on the counter, silently swearing as he grabbed a paper towel and 
tried to clean up the spill. Jonah's teenage son, Nick, sat at the table, watching with bemusement as 
his dad made a mess of the kitchen. 
There was the clicking of high heels coming down the hardwood stairs and then Kim appeared 
around the corner. She made a quick survey of the mess, sighed and took the paper towel from her 
husband. Hiking up her gray skirt, she squatted down to calmly and efficiently clean up the mess. 
Jonah finished making his toast and ate it in four quick bites with no further incident.
“Come on, we're going to be late,” Jonah said, brushing crumbs off his suit and into the sink.
Kim was rummaging around in the fridge and she came up with a carton of yogurt. “We'll be fine. 
Calm down.”
Kim grabbed a spoon out of the drawer and began to methodically make her standard yogurt and 
granola breakfast. Jonah practically hopped from foot to foot as he waited impatiently.
“Geez, what's the hurry, dad?” Nick asked from behind his bowl of cereal.
“Uh, there's a big meeting today. The director doesn't want us to be late.”
Kim cocked her head and shot Jonah a look that Nick couldn't decipher.
“What?” Jonah asked. “The director of operations.”
Kim shook her head, her shiny black hair jiggling down her cheeks, and took another bite of yogurt. 
“Calm down,” she repeated, “You're making me nervous.”
Nick's parents had always been complete opposites in every way. Jonah was burly and hairy, with a 
gut that was starting to protrude over his belt and a bald spot starting to take out his curly blonde 
hair. He was almost always on edge and had a near phobia about being late. Kim was tall, slender, 
and dark haired. The Morticia to his Gomez. She was much more reserved and the organizer of the 
two.
“Yeah, dad,” Nick chimed in, “Listen to your boss. Calm down.”
Nick thought it so weird that his parents worked at the same company. He didn't quite understand 
what they did there; he zoned out when they launched into technical jargon. Then again, his mom 
was apparently his dad's boss and got to order him around all day. Nick didn't understand how that 
could possibly work out. Talk about bringing your work home with you.
“Ok, let's go,” Kim said, setting her bowl and spoon in the sink.
Jonah picked up his briefcase and ruffled Nick's hair. “Happy birthday, champ. See you tonight. 
We've got a surprise for you.”
Kim picked up her purse and kissed Nick on the cheek. “Have a good day, sweetie.”


“You too,” Nick mumbled.
Kim and Jonah swept out the door. Jonah tossed his briefcase into the backseat then sat behind the 
wheel as Kim slipped into the passenger seat. As Jonah started the car and pulled out of the garage 
Kim glanced at the dashboard clock.
“We'll be fine. We just won't have time to ease into it.”
“But I like that part.”
“I know, hon,” Kim patted him on the leg, “But you like the other parts, too. And it's a big day 
ahead.”
“Yeah,” Jonah grinned.
The pep talk didn't stop Jonah from speeding up just in time to squeeze through two yellow lights. 
They arrived at the storage yard in record time and pulled up to their unit, parking right in front of 
the metal roller door. Jonah punched his code into the keypad (the month and year of his birth—
easy to remember) and the roller door retracted up with a groan. Jonah and Kim ducked in before it 
was halfway open, then Jonah pushed the green button on the wall to close it again.
The inside of the storage shed resembled the backstage of a small theater. The area was small and 
crammed with furniture. Three mismatched wardrobes sat against the far wall, each holding a 
variety of suits and gowns and casual wear for both men and women. A little white vanity with a 
few drawers and a large mirror was pushed against one of the side walls, leaving only a small path 
to walk through. 
Jonah hurried to the vanity and opened the bottom drawer. There were two plastic pill boxes inside: 
one with blue pills and one with pink. The days of the week that had once been printed on each 
compartment had been replaced with printed labels showing seven different names.
“Who are we this morning?” Jonah asked.
“Let's see.” Kim flipped through her phone. “You're Jasmine Starr and I'm, ugh, Hot Rod.”
“You picked the name,” Jonah chuckled as he pulled a pink pill from the compartment labeled “J 
Star” and a blue one from the compartment labeled “Hot Rod”. He handed the blue pill to Kim.
“Yeah, it's not the name, so much,” Kim said as she began stripping naked, “It's just so exhausting 
being him. And we've got a busy day.” 
She hung up her clothes on a rack in one of the wardrobes as Jonah undressed and did the same. 
Then they swallowed their pills and waited. It didn't take long.
Jonah's hair began growing, his bald plate filling in with thick, lustrous black hair that grew longer 
and silkier until it spilled down over his shoulders. His face tickled as his features rearranged 
themselves, his Patrician nose growing rounder and flatter, his stubble disappearing, his cheeks 
rounding out and his eyes growing wider. At the same time, his skin seemed to tan quickly from a 
pasty white to a deep mocha brown. 
His beer belly sucked in while his chest wiggled, the weight of his fat stomach seeming to 
redistribute itself higher, forming two pairs of breasts that swelled out deliciously. They were small 
at first but quickly inflated until they were heavy and full, dangling down over his smaller tummy. 
Chocolate brown areolae dotted the tip of each one.


Jonah's arms grew slender, the hair disappearing, the nails growing round while his fingers slimmed 
and became dainty little things. His legs and torso shrank. His thighs and calves lost their hair, the 
thighs growing slightly thinner but still deliciously meaty. His ass bounced down behind him and he 
grabbed it, enjoying how it felt as it inflated into a glorious bubble butt. 
Then his dick shrank, tickling as it disappeared inside him, leaving him round and smooth for just 
an instant, before his slit appeared and deepened. He closed his eyes, enjoying the feel of every 
little crease and fold forming inside him. When it was done, he looked down at his wild black bush, 
the lips of his pussy already loose with desire for himself. He jiggled his ass a few times, watched 
his heavy new skin bounce then turned to wink at the hot ebony MILF in the mirror. He loved 
Jasmine's body. He loved all his bodies.
Meanwhile, across from him, Kim was undergoing changes of her own. Her hair seemed to retract, 
becoming a pale blonde as it morphed into a buzzcut. Her features hardened, cheekbones growing 
sharp and rugged. Her breasts grew flatter against her chest, before toughening into two impressive 
masculine pecs. She looked down at herself, watching as thick muscles appeared beneath her skin, 
rippling with her every movement.
Her stomach rumbled, and then her pussy, a thick cock shooting out of her new groin and dangling 
down between her legs, fat head pointed at the ground. Muscles expanded in her legs and she grew 
taller while, behind her, her ass became taut and lost its delicate fat. Now she was a head higher 
than Jonah and she looked down on him with a grin, revealing sparkling white teeth. He was still 
feeling himself up when Kim placed a heavy hand on his shoulder.
“Save it for the cameras,” she rumbled in her deep bass voice.
Jonah nodded and they both turned to get dressed. Jonah's breasts jiggled as he slipped into some 
loose casual clothes: a large black t-shirt that clung to his form, accentuating his breasts and 
hugging his padded tummy. The jeans were tight around his fat butt but he made it work. Besides, 
there would be more clothes on set. 
When he turned around he saw Kim was ready to go. She'd dressed her muscular male body in a t-
shirt with ripped sleeves, and had paired that with some equally ripped jean shorts. Hot Rod wasn't 
exactly the epitome of style.
They opened the storage door and returned to the car, Jonah slapping the controls next to the door to 
lock everything up before climbing into the passenger seat. They drove away through the industrial 
area and up into a fancier part of town. The streets grew wider, as did the houses on each side as 
they wound their way up the hill. Kim pulled up in front of a large, gaudy McMansion and turned 
off the engine.
“Show time.” She winked, already in character.
She climbed out of the car with an almost manic energy, waving and giving high fives to all the 
members of the film crew as she strutted past. Jonah just shook his head and ambled along after her, 
smiling shyly when anyone met his eye. As far as anyone on set was concerned—hell, as far as 
anyone in the world was concerned—they were always Hot Rod and Jasmine Starr. The 
transformation pills were a secret known only to the two of them and they'd been specially 
formulated to turn the user into the same model each time. 
Kim was excellent at keeping up Hot Rod's swagger. She seemed to enjoy being a man's man, 
making borderline inappropriate jokes about her dick and bragging about her sexual prowess to the 


camera men and lighting guys. As Hot Rod, she was the life of the party, which was quite a turn 
from her usual reserved self. But it was an act. Just as Jonah was playing the part of the demur 
Black Jasmine Starr. Kim and Jonah had created these characters and kept track of them—along 
with their others—on a notes app they shared back and forth between them, adding details to the 
lives they were creating to refresh themselves and remember their characters' history for next time.
The director greeted them warmly, clapping Kim on the back before taking Jonah's hand. The 
director's blue eyes twinkled as he gave them the rundown for the scenes they were going to shoot. 
Then they got into their wardrobe and makeup. Jonah was playing the part of the bored housewife, 
while Kim was the pool boy.
They met on set by the pool an hour later. Jonah had a pink terrycloth robe wrapped around his 
curvy body. It ended at his calves and he could feel his nakedness beneath as the breeze blew in and 
sent little goosebumps up and down his wonderful body. Kim came out in a tight white shirt that 
emphasized her solid biceps and perfect frame, along with some jeans that were nearly painted on, 
the crotch bulging already. Jonah knew all about the size of Kim's cock, and was just as eager as 
ever to have it inside him.
Then the cameras were rolling and the director yelled for action. Kim began scooping a few leaves 
from the pool, her biceps rippling beneath her shirt. Jonah padded up to her.
“You missed a spot,” Jonah said in his husky feminine voice.
“Did I?” Kim asked, surprised, “Where?”
“Right here.” Jonah untied the sash on his robe and threw it off his shoulders. It fell to a puddle at 
his feet and he paused to let the camera pan up his body. The red two-piece bathing suit was more 
string than bikini, and did little to contain his heavy breasts. The bottoms were stretched around his 
plump ass and pussy, the fabric so tight it looked ready to burst. 
Jonah's ebony body glistened in the sun, and he felt tingly—real tingly, not just acting—as Kim 
swept him up in her arms and held him close. His breasts pressed against Kim's solid chest and she 
kissed him hard on the lips, gripping him in hands that seemed as solid as steel.
Her kiss was rough and urgent, and Jonah didn't have to fake his desire. Kim's tongue shot into his 
mouth and he opened for her, sighing as her hot breath filled him. He sucked on her tongue, 
enjoying her raw masculinity, the way she thrust her tongue deep as if she owned him, the way she 
pulled him close, her hands like steel traps. One of her hands slid down and around to cup his ass, 
squeezing the fat flesh so hard it bordered on painful. Jonah was pressed against her and he slid his 
hands across and down her muscular back, enjoying the curve of her tight ass. The bulge of Kim's 
new manhood pressed up firmly against Jonah's stomach. Her desire was palpable as she gasped 
into his mouth and thrust against him almost unconsciously.
Suddenly, Kim pulled away and grabbed Jonah's top in his hands, yanking it down and spilling 
Jonah's heavy tits into her hands. He squealed in delight while Kim bent down and wrapped her lips 
around one fat brown areolae. Her hot breath seemed to fill him, curling around his belly and 
shooting off to his limbs, bringing with it a growing pleasure. She was rough with him, sucking on 
his nipple, biting it and sending short, sharp spikes of pain deep into him.
Jonah clasped her to his breast and she continued sucking on him, bringing her other hand up to 
squeeze his tits painfully. The throb of pain shot down between his legs and joined with the pleasure 
building there. Jonah's hand snaked down into his own bottoms, fingers brushing against his coarse 


hair, sliding over the rubbery lips of his pussy, desperate to finger himself. He slid his fingers inside 
his moist pussy, felt himself penetrate his new body, rubbing the hood of his little clit as pleasure 
sparked and sang in his head. 
Kim's hands were restless, roaming up and down Jonah's ebony skin, squeezing, pinching, greedy 
for him. Then both hands slid around his ass and she hoisted him into the air. He squealed in delight 
and wrapped his thick thighs around her, rubbing himself against her still-hidden manhood, kissing 
her in rapturous desire as she carried him to a pool chair and set him down while the camera circled 
around them. Then, grabbing Jonah's wide hips, Kim flipped him over onto his hands and knees, 
heavy ass up in the air. His tits swung down beneath him, knocking against each other and seeing 
little ripples across the vast expanse of skin. 
Kim pulled his bottoms down and thrust her cock between his meaty cheeks, sliding across the 
underside of his pussy without penetrating him, lubricating her dick on his own wetness. The 
cameras closed in, getting a close up on Jonah's beautiful face, eyes screwed up in ecstasy, plump 
lips open in a silent moan. Kim grabbed one of Jonah's heavy legs and lifted it up, allowing the 
camera to get a close-up view of Jonah's slick pussy. 
He was soaking wet now, little flashes of pink appearing whenever the dark lips of his pussy spread 
wide. Still holding his leg in the air for the cameras, Kim guided her meaty cock against him. The 
head pressed against Jonah's opening, sliding in slightly. The pressure grew, grew as Jonah's wet 
hole slowly opened for her. And then suddenly she was inside, plunging through Jonah's center.
Her balls slapped against his thigh as she fucked him hard. Jonah's tits bounced crazily and he 
arched his back, moaning in ecstasy. There was no acting, Kim knew exactly how to drive Jonah's 
body wild. She plunged deep, slamming into him, sending his heavy ass shaking and he came, his 
entire body quivering as he cried out, voice rising in pitch. Jonah had the easy job. All he had to do 
was get fucked. Kim had to hold herself under control as the cameras got different angles, close-
ups, wide shots.
The director told Kim to flip Jonah over and she did so, momentarily pulling out and leaving Jonah 
breathlessly empty before plunging back in again. Jonah gripped a fat tit in one hand and played 
with his swollen clit with the other, fingering himself to orgasm again and again as Kim continued 
thrusting. She was grunting with each thrust, sweating now with the effort of keeping herself in 
check. Jonah could feel her just on the edge, ready to burst as soon as the director said the word.
It was after Jonah's seventh orgasm that the director told Kim to pull out to get the final shot. She 
did so reluctantly, her hand sliding down to her cock, jerking herself off as Jonah pushed himself to 
a sitting position and sucked her cock. He tasted himself on it, musky and delicious. He sucked 
Kim's dick like a whore, moaning and cooing, looking up at Kim's powerful body and delighting in 
the delicious taste of her cock. When he felt she was truly ready he pulled his lips off with a pop 
and Kim came. Hard. 
Jonah opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue as Kim's cum splashed across his nose and his 
cheeks, dripping down his chin and in between his breasts. The sticky cream was hot on Jonah's 
skin and Kim seemed to go on forever, making sure every last drop landed on Jonah's pretty face as 
the cameras circled in close for the facial. Jonah enjoyed one last orgasm as the cum burned 
pleasure through his skin, enjoying the way his body was being used as a dirty little cumdumpster.
Jonah made a big show of enjoying her cum, wiping it from his face and sucking on his fingers. 
Actually, it wasn't much of a show. His body craved it. He was delirious for her cum.


And that was only the first shoot of the day.
After they shot a few more dialogue scenes they hightailed it back to the car. Not only were the 
effects of the pills due to run out soon, but they were due to be at another shoot as different stars in 
an hour. Jonah pulled over behind an abandoned gas station as the pills wore off and he transformed 
back into his own pudgy self, glad he'd chosen to wear loose-fitting clothes on the way back. Kim 
handed him another pink pill and he swallowed it.
“God, being Rod is exhausting,” Kim sighed. “This next shoot is just a solo scene for Tia, so I get a 
break and just get to be your girlfriend.”
Jonah's body was already changing, becoming plump and busty once more. This time his face 
became broader and more Asian. Tia was slightly more pear-shaped than Jasmine, and the 
transformation came with a slight Japanese accent that Jonah never got tired of hearing.
“Let us go, please,” he said, when his body had finished turning him into another busty beauty.
Kim drove Jonah to the next shoot, where she watched the demur Asian MILF pound herself with 
one of the biggest dildos she'd ever seen.
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Nick had already been home for a few hours when his parents staggered in the door. Jonah looked 
exhausted but strangely happy. His tie was askew, the top button unbuttoned, but there was a 
pinkness in his cheeks and a spring in his step. Kim dropped her purse on the counter and retrieved 
some beers from the fridge for the two of them. Jonah took his and went upstairs, returning a few 
minutes later with a small box wrapped in brown paper. He handed it to Nick.
“Happy birthday, Nick,” he said, kissing his son on the cheek and then standing back. 
He slipped an arm around Kim's waist and they both sipped their beers as Nick hurriedly 
unwrapped the box. His eyes lit up when he saw the white box and the gray logo. He pulled the top 
off the box and reverently lifted the shiny new cell phone from its box.
“Sweet, thank mom and dad!” He chirped.
He gave them both big hugs before running up to his room to plug it in and set it up. Jonah and Kim 
returned to their normal routine, which consisted of changing into comfy clothes and making 
dinner. Jonah started dinner as Kim sat down with her laptop at the kitchen table to do their 
scheduling, arranging the week's shoots with enough time in between to change back and forth into 
their stable of porn stars with the right pills.
Between them they were half a dozen different people, which kept them with a steady income. And 
when styles changed—like when the market gradually decided that busty women were more 
desirable than skinny tattooed chicks—Kim and Jonah talked to their pill supplier and tailored some 
new pills for their new identities. In this way, they never aged out of the market and always had a 
constant demand for their services.
Halfway through making dinner, Nick came back downstairs.
“Can I have your phone?” He asked Kim, “I need to set some stuff up in case mine gets lost.”
“You can have mine,” Jonah chimed in.
Kim kept all of their porn star business on hers, while Jonah kept his clean for situations like this. 
They made sure all contact for their identities went through Kim, who acted as the manager for their 
stable of stars.
“Cool,” Nick said, grabbing Nick's phone off the counter and typing in the password—his dad's 
month and year of birth.
After dinner, Nick showed them what he'd done, swiping through Jonah's apps to demonstrate.
“Look,” Nick said, opening something called Find My Phone. “Now we're connected so if I ever 
lose my phone we can track it down. You can even wipe it remotely if you need to.”
Jonah didn't really understand technology but he liked his son's enthusiasm. He feigned interest in 
all the jargon Nick threw at him but, really, it all went right out of his mind almost immediately. 
Kim, still organizing stuff, only had half an ear on the conversation. She was just happy Nick was 
happy. Though if she'd know what it all meant, she probably would have done things differently.


 
The trouble started a few days later when Nick was at lunch off-campus and idly flicking through 
his phone. He flipped to the Find My Phone app and found that it showed his dad's phone was 
somewhere north of the city. He shrugged it off, thinking maybe his dad was at a meeting. But 
something bugged Nick about it. Didn't his dad say he had a busy day at the office? His dad had 
never been upfront with him about what he actually did for a living. His mom, either, now that Nick 
thought about it. He knew they worked in some sort of office job but nothing more. When they did 
talk about work it seemed to revolve around boring technical jargon which, frankly, seemed 
completely made up. Nick only noticed this was odd because when he went to Jake's house after 
school. Jake's mom would come in the door complaining about her day or people at the office. 
Neither Kim nor Jonah did any such thing.
Nick kept note of his dad's journeys over the next several days. They always seemed to start off at 
the same address, a place that the map app revealed as a simple block of self-storage units. No 
office in sight. The phone would stay there for a little while then travel somewhere else. The other 
locations were never the same. Sometimes his dad would return to the warehouse and sometimes 
not. 
Nick would bring out his phone in class to check up on it, almost getting caught by the teachers—in 
which case it would almost certainly be confiscated—but too curious to keep it tucked away. If 
there was a pattern to his dad's destinations Nick couldn't see it: a huge mansion by the ocean, an 
empty warehouse facility, a park. At home, Nick would try to casually coax things out of both his 
dad and mom, asking about their days. But his questions were shrugged off or met with generic 
answers. There was definitely something strange going on.
Two weeks after he'd got his phone, Nick pretended to drive off to school a little early, telling his 
parents he was going to chess club. Instead, he drove to the storage facility where his parents 
always started their day and waited in the parking lot across the street. Twenty minutes later his 
dad's off-white Corolla pulled into the facility and parked in front of the third unit from the back. 
This far away, Nick couldn't see much detail, but he did see them go into the storage unit, his dad 
dressed in his usual white shirt and tie, his mom in a cream dress. Thirty minutes later they got back 
in their car. Or someone did, at least. They were certainly wearing different clothes. And they 
seemed to be moving differently as well. Nick couldn't be sure from this distance but they didn't 
really look like his parents at all. When their car drove away, Nick followed their progress on his 
app. When he was certain they weren't coming back, he drove his car over to the storage facility 
parking lot and parked in front of his parents' unit.
Where they still inside? Who had driven off in their car? Maybe they'd been kidnapped. But, they 
did this every day.
Nick got out and surveyed the roller door. There was no lock, but there was a keypad to the right of 
the door. Nick went over to investigate. He keyed in the same password his dad used on his phone, 
hardly expecting it to work. He was surprised when there was a heavy 'clunk' and the roller door 
started sliding up with a rumble. Nick looked around the rest of the parking lot, sure he'd see 
someone running towards him, accusing him of going into a unit that wasn't his. But the only living 
thing in the fenced-in parking lot was a pigeon that looked at him sideways and then flew away. 
Nick turned to the unit, surprised to see that it appeared to be full of costumes. Only, on closer 
inspection, they weren't costumes at all but everyday clothes. He flipped through some of the racks. 
They were maybe on the skimpy side but other than that, all seemed normal. He opened up the 


wardrobe on the far left side and began peeking through it. He paused and turned back to the set of 
clothes on the far left. They were exactly what his parents had been wearing when they left the 
house that morning: white pants, black trousers, and his mom's cream colored dress.
Nick poked around some more, pulling open the drawers in the little vanity and rummaging around. 
He came up with two pill boxes. One was full of blue pills, the other one held pink pills. He 
recognized a name on one of the sections of the pink pill box: Allegra Cole. He was a big fan of her, 
and especially of her massive tits. Were his parents dealing drugs to porn stars? There was only one 
of her pills left. Curious, Nick swallowed it, expecting to have enough time to get back home before 
the drug's effects kicked in. But he'd barely taken two steps before tingles ran up and down his 
spine.
He froze in the middle of the storage unit, wondering what kind of trip he was about to have. His 
face felt...wiggly, and as he brought his hands up to try to feel his features he met something silky 
and wavy falling down. He pinched a strand in two fingers and pulled it down in front of his eyes, 
astonished to see shiny, blonde hair that seemed to be growing even as he stared. His nose turned up 
slightly as his lips grew plump and full. Even the contours of his mouth were shifting. Nick ran his 
hands across soft cheeks, now devoid of any hint of stubble. He stepped back in shock and bumped 
into the chair in front of the makeup mirror. He turned around quickly and steadied himself on the 
back of the chair. Staring back at him from the reflection was the astonished face of Allegra Cole on 
top of Nick's own body. But the rest of his body was changing even as he watched.
His arms thinned out, becoming soft and hairless. His chest began swelling up, two soft bumps 
rising, growing harder as they enlarged until they threatened to burst out of his shirt. And still they 
were growing. Nick struggled to slip his shirt off over his head, pulling the hem of it up over the 
biggest pair of tits he'd ever seen. And they were growing bigger, swelling, becoming ever heavier. 
Large pale pink areolae appeared on the tips of each. When they were done, his breasts were bigger 
than basketballs and hung low and heavy from his chest. He couldn't see the rest of his body 
directly beneath his giant tits, but he could feel the changes. His pants grew tighter and he pulled 
them down as his ass expanded, his tits bobbing in front of his face as he leaned down to pull the 
pants off legs that were now feminine and slender. Nick watched in the mirror as his cock shriveled, 
before disappearing into his body. A split second later his pubic hair turned from dark to light 
blonde and a tiny slit appeared, growing wider, flanked by curly blonde pubic hair.
When the changes were finally over Nick gaped at the image of Allegra Cole in the mirror. He'd 
become his favorite porn star. It was impossible but true. He was more curious than terrified. 
Obviously his parents had been doing this a lot, so there must be some way to change back. But in 
the meantime...
He gathered his tits in his arms, or as much of them as he could, considering he couldn't reach all 
the way around them. He ran his slender fingers over each plump breast, exploring his sensual new 
skin. He wiggled his chest and watched his enormous breasts bob back and forth ponderously. They 
were silicone firm and they filled his vision. The door to the storage unit was still open and Nick 
made his way over to the controls, struggling to adjust to his top-heavy new body, bouncing against 
the wall to steady himself as he got used to the weight of his new tits. He pushed the button to close 
the door and returned to the makeup mirror as the door rumbled closed.
He wanted to watch Allegra Cole play with her pussy as he enjoyed feeling her from the inside. 
Nick stared in the mirror as he grabbed his tits again. Fuck, the were incredibly fun to play with. He 
was mesmerized as he bounced them around, jiggling them and caressing them as his body warmed 
slowly. He turned around to get a glimpse of his ass. And what an ass! Full and plump and jiggly. 


He grabbed a hold of each cheek and squeezed, enjoying the feel of his fingers as they dug into his 
fat flesh, jiggling his little bubble butt.
His hands came around to his front. He had to hoist a breast out of the way to slide his fingers 
between his legs. The tips of his fingers landed on his mound and followed the coarse hair down 
between his legs. He came to his slit and paused. It felt so alien having nothing between his legs. In 
the mirror, Allegra had an open mouthed expression of blank curiosity. Nick never saw himself as a 
dumb blonde before but he was liking it. He slipped his finger inside his rubbery pussy lips and 
brushed against his slowly unfolding clit. Nick pressed slowly, unsure just how sensitive his pussy 
really was. He needn't have worried. There were only little tingles at first so he pressed harder, felt 
his pussy lips wrapping around his fingers as he sank into himself. And then he landed directly on 
the moist hood of his clit. There was an urgency beneath, a yearning for more as his fingers circled 
over his sensitive nub.
His other hand returned to his breast, playing with the skin, plucking gently at the fat nipple that 
was even now hardening to a point. He continued rubbing himself, sliding his fingers up and down 
his pussy. God, he could feel his cunt growing looser even as the rest of his body grew tense. He 
found his wetness and dragged it back up to his clit, stroking himself harder as pleasure blossomed 
behind his eyes. 
He bit his lip and moaned, thrusting his hips forward slightly, needing to finger himself more. The 
tension inside him was growing and he desperately needed to chase it. He placed his palm against 
his pussy and slid his middle finger inside himself, finger fucking his hot body. The squishy sound 
of his finger twisting through his wet heat hit his ears and he came, body shaking as a breathy moan 
escaped his lips.
He threw his head back, his long blonde hair tickling down his back as he quivered gently. When it 
was over the tension was still there, still calling for him, and he redoubled his efforts, sliding two 
fingers inside himself. He fingered himself harder, faster, fingers curling up inside him to pound 
against his center. His massive breasts jiggled beneath him and he opened his eyes long enough to 
see Allegra in the mirror, her face twisted in desire as she desperately fucked herself. That was all 
he needed. 
Nick came in a tremendous body-shaking orgasm. His voice grew in pitch, desperate for the full 
pleasure of his hot little body. He continued fingering himself, his body needing more, more until he 
shook and quivered again, slowly coming down and rubbing his clit until the last vestiges of the 
tension had evaporated.
Nick fell heavily into the chair, breathing hard. His face was flushed and his tits rose and fell with 
each breath. He now knew what his parents did for a living. Only, he had a problem. How was he 
supposed to get back home looking like this? His big tits would draw everyone's attention. And they 
were also sort of a pain in the ass when he wasn't getting pleasure from them. They were heavy and 
cumbersome, and would make driving difficult. Hell, they'd make life difficult. Nick was spared the 
decision by the sound of two car doors closing, followed by the sound of the storage unit door 
rumbling up.
Nick scrambled around for a place to hide, but the wardrobes were full and left no room to squeeze 
into. Instead, Nick grabbed a pink chiffon robe from one of the wardrobe racks and held it over his 
own rack as he tried to wiggle into a corner between one of the wardrobes and the wall. As the door 
opened, Jonah and Kim ducked in. Jonah was topless and had a small pink shirt in one hand. On his 


bottoms, he wore cotton pants that were obviously meant for a woman because they rode up to his 
calves and were stretched tight against his legs.
“Cutting it a little close on that one, hun,” Jonah said to Kim. “These pants might be done for.”
“I know. Just grab the pill, we have to go,” Kim replied, crossing to the small vanity, where she 
paused. “Did you leave the pills out? Where's Allegra? I thought we had one left.”
“I put them away, I--” Nick's dad glanced over into the corner where Nick was hiding and did a 
double take. “Who are you?”
Kim looked up and, upon seeing Nick's nearly naked busty frame, took a step back.
“Um,” Nick said, “Hi mom and dad.”
“Nick?” They both said.
“Oh, shit,” Jonah said. “Shit, shit, shit.”
Kim remained composed. “So, I guess you know our secret.”
Nick nodded.
“And I thought I smelled something when I opened the door. You've been enjoying yourself, haven't 
you?”
Nick nodded again.
“Good,” Kim said, “Because you need to do us a favor.”


3
Kim held Nick's hand, giving it a little squeeze as she put her other hand on the door of the house 
where the next shoot would take place.
“You ready?” She asked. Her deep, rumbling voice made Nick's voluptuous body vibrate in pleasant 
ways.
“Yep,” Nick said sweetly, tossing Allegra's long blonde hair out of his eyes.
“Let's go on, then,” Jonah responded, giving Nick a gentle tap on the ass with his meaty paw, his 
muscular hand lingering for a second on Nick's bubble butt.
“Allegra!” The director cried, taking his hand and kissing it. “Always a pleasure.”
“Ty,” Nick giggled, trying to remember all the details his mom had briefed him on during the car 
ride over to the house that served as the day's movie set.
Ty turned to Kim and Jonah. “Hey, Marcus. Don.” He shook both of their hands. He had to look up 
at them because they both towered over him, their muscles bulging beneath tight clothing.
“Thanks for changing this up on such short notice.” Kim rumbled.
“Not at all, Marcus. It will be a thrill to shoot Allegra's first threesome. Come with me.” This last 
was to Nick, and he escorted him off to makeup and wardrobe.
Nick let himself be led around, just as his mom had advised. Ty plopped him into a makeup chair 
where he was transformed from hot to glamorous in about forty minutes. Then he slipped into a silk 
nightie that could barely be closed above his massive breasts. Finally, he followed Ty into the 
bedroom where the cameras were all set up. Ty explained the situation as Kim and Jonah—in their 
impressive male bodies—looked on approvingly, ready to step in if Nick said something out of 
character. Soon, even they were ushered out of the room and the scene began.
On Ty's cry of 'Action!' Nick stared out the window, arms crossed beneath his heavy chest, letting 
the soft 'moonlight' from the lights beyond the fake window accentuate his curvy body.
The door opened and Kim entered. She'd dressed Marcus's body in a white button down and black 
pants. Her bald, black head glistened in the faint glow of the room lights. She approached Nick and 
he could feel her heavy presence.
“You shouldn't be here,” Nick said, even as Kim took him in her arms. “My husband will be back 
soon.”
“Your husband...and my best friend,” Kim said.
“What would he say if he saw us together? You, like that, and me...like this?” Nick pulled his 
nightie open and his tits caught the moonlight. He threw his head back melodramatically as Kim 
gazed at his tits.
Kim slid a hand across Nick's breasts but was interrupted by a voice from off-screen. “He would 
say, we can share her.”


Jonah entered the room, his steely posture and athletic physique a far cry from his actual, lumpy 
middle-aged body. He slid behind Nick and pressed himself against his son's thick ass, gripping 
Nick's plump waist. Kim brought both hands up and began circling over Nick's tits, staring down at 
them in absolute lust. 
Nick’s voluptuous body was sandwiched between the two men and he grew warm at their nearness. 
A tense urgency unfolded within him as Kim massaged his tits. He sighed gently, not acting, just 
enjoying being in Allegra's body, having his tits worshiped as two model-hot men kissed and 
caressed him.
Jonah's hot breath whispered across Nick's ear and he shivered, closing his eyes to enjoy the 
physical sensation unspooling within him. Jonah nibbled Nick's dainty ear, kissed the nape of his 
neck, all the while his hands sliding between Nick's legs, up and down Nick's thighs and across his 
plump butt. Meanwhile, Kim worked Nick's tits, her hungry hands soon joined by her lips as she 
leaned down and suckled one of Nick's fat nipples, rolling her tongue around it and nipping it with 
her teeth as Nick, himself, would have done if his tits weren't so big.
Nick felt his dad's erection poking at his butt. He threw his head back and sighed as Jonah's hand 
slid up to his neck, holding his head up, his entire body held fast in a muscular grip as the two men 
ravaged him. Kim kissed her son’s bare breast, growing faster, more urgent, until with a cry she tore 
his nightie off and tossed it to the floor. Nick helped Kim out of her shirt, followed by her pants. 
Kim's erection popped free of her underwear, her thick, black cock throbbing with desire for Nick. 
She took Nick's hand and all three went to the bed. 
Nick lay down with his bottom half off the bed, legs splayed on the floor as Kim assumed a position 
near his head. She maneuvered herself so her powerful, black cock nearly rested on Nick's nose. It 
was so big and veiny. Nick wasn't sure he was ready for this even as he took her manhood in one 
hand and stroked, her soft-hardness feeling so perfect in Nick's fingers.
Jonah positioned himself between Nick's legs. Grabbing his thighs, he spread Nick for the camera. 
Nick felt the cool air of the room hit his pussy, and then something hot and thick was rubbing 
against the outside of his slit, up and down his pussy lips as he grew warm and wet. Kim thrust her 
cock gently but insistently towards Nick's mouth. He opened wide and took her in, swallowing her 
slowly, the thick cock pressing against his mouth. She dipped slowly inside him, face fucking him, 
forcing him to swallow her delicious manhood. Nick's other hand came down to his tits, pinching 
and squeezing as he sucked his mom's cock.
Then there was a pressure on his pussy and the head of his dad's cock pressed against him. It felt 
enormous as the tip entered his wetness and stopped, meeting more resistance. His dad spread 
Nick's legs wider and pushed harder. The pressure built, built, and then dissipated as, with a gasp, 
Jonah sank inside his son's wet hole. Nick's eyes went wide as his dad filled him from one end and 
his mom filled him from the other. Her cock felt amazingly perfect in his mouth, the salty taste of 
her precum causing little explosions of lust behind Nick's eyes. 
She slid in slowly but insistently, and Nick had no choice but to take her in, to control himself so he 
could swallow every inch of her vast thickness. His parents fucked his busty body slowly as the 
cameras spun around them, recording from every angle. Pleasure bloomed between Nick's legs as 
his dad slid in and out. The walls of Nick's slick cunt gripped his dad's cock. Nick moaned around 
the dick in his mouth and trembled as an orgasm hit him.
He watched, his mouth still full of cock, as the cameras got a closeup of his new pussy. Nick was 
inordinately proud of it, wanted to show off his pink folds dripping with his juices. They guided 


him onto his hands and knees and his dad took him again, doggy style, each thrust sending Nick's 
mouth further down his mom's cock. His dad pounded him, cramming his cock far into Nick's wet 
hole until Nick felt as though he would burst. In and out they went with Nick in between them. 
They moved faster and faster, his dad slamming into him and forcing his mouth down on his mom's 
cock, and then she would return the favor. Nick felt like a wonderful little slut being used by these 
two strong men. His tits wobbled beneath him as they fucked him hard and he moaned, tongue 
undulating around his mom's cock.
Suddenly, Jonah thrust deep and came, jetting hot seed deep inside Nick. At the same time, Kim 
grunted and Nick's mouth was filled with her creamy cum. It quickly filled his throat and he 
coughed, unable to swallow it all. It dribbled down his chin and he moaned as he rubbed it across 
his tits while his dad slammed in and out of him. Nick's body was on fire, filled beyond capacity 
and he came, moaning and writhing on the bed. He licked the last of his mom's cum off her cock 
and smiled at the cameras, his face running with hot, sticky cum. When his dad pulled out Nick 
dipped his fingers inside himself and scooped out a fingerful of cum. He held it above his ruby red 
lips and let it drip in, drop by drop, as the cameras came in for the closeup.
“Mmmm, yummy,” he moaned in a breathless voice.
And it was yummy. He'd never had so much fulfillment. 
It was the start of a whole different family business.
# # #
 


Thank you!
I hope you enjoyed reading this twisted little tale as much as I enjoyed writing it. If you liked it, 
please leave a review. They really help. Also, be sure to check out some of my other stories below. 
Yes, I do commissions! You can always email me at bodyswapstories@gmail.com or visit my 
bodyswapstories.com for more stories.
 
Thanks!
M 


Also by M. Wills
Visit www.bodyswapstories.com for all my latest stories, including:

All Mixed Up
A bully has used his new body swapping powers to mix up my family and have his way with me in 
their bodies.

Instaswap 3
 
Charlie and Devin are closer than ever to cloning their minds into Jasmine's beautiful body, and it 
helps that the next level up on the Instaswap app gives them the ability clone themselves into two 
bodies at once.
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Chipped
I'm using a special microchip to alter the mind of the woman I've been lusting after for years, 
creating an alternate persona that wants me. And then I'll use the chip's other option to take over her 
body for myself.

Stalked by the Stranger
A young man's transformation into his busty MILF fantasy is just the beginning of the changes the 
powerful being known as the Stranger has in store for him.
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At His Command
A lab accident gives a scientist the power to control minds, and he uses it for his own pleasure.
 
And many more stories of body thefts, swaps, possessions and transformations on my site
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